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were all the same, all dripping with too much human blood.
Scholar came in He was still in pain, for his nbs Bad not yet mended He pointed to his throat, pleading for a drink. We then went outside and sat on the flagstones which were piled against our barricade. The fires from burning Gesta Street, some four short blocks away, lit up the corpses sprawling on Browarna Street There were so many dead all over the city that the Sanitary Service did not have enough gatherers to bury them all Entire stones of houses collapsed, burying hundreds, thousands in their cellars Many of these people could have been saved if we had had the equipment with which to dig our way through mountains of bricks to them. As it was, all we could do was to try not to go raving mad thinking of those buried alive in the subterranean snelters of their homes.
*lt is true that you tried out Nalecz's anti-tank brain child today?" Scholar asked
**We did,9* I answered*
Our new anti-tank weapon was christened the NalecE Catapult. In reality this much-advertised weapon was not much more than a sling It looked like a pitchfork, without the middle teeth, and was firmly grounded into a heavy three-legged iron base, about four feet high. The two ends of the pitchfork were joined by two tight springs, with a leather cup in between. The catapult required a crew of two. One man would pull back the springs, in preparation for the "shot"; another would place a small bottle of explosives in the leather cup, and light the fuse.
We placed our new weapon on the second floor balcony of the house on the corner where Sweeper's post was located, and directed our "foe" into Obozna Street. The range of the catapult was between seventy or yards.